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"Well, you see, Goof is keen on experiments in sugar-
beet."	8
"Has he made any?"
"Not yet. But he will."
Ballater believed it. He believed, too, for the time being,
that it was the earnest farmer in Goof that was attracting
him to the Huis ten Borgh. His pink face was grave as he
spoke of "modern ideas" and of the agricultural blindness
of England which, when he went home, he proposed to
remedy.
"Perhaps I ought to go into Parliament," he said. "And
I shall have to marry, too. You can't run an estate—any-
how not as I should like the Ballater estate to be run—
without a wife."
"Is that the only motive?"
"Well, one must have a son to inherit the property." It
was said without a flicker, and not until they had gone
forward half-a-dozen paces did Ballater's face move in a
smile "I dare say there are other reasons too. The devil of
it is to choose the right girl."
"Is there a candidate?"
"In a way—yes.... As a matter of fact there are three."
"Equal chances?"
"Roughly—at a distance."
"And all willing?"
A silence implied that, until this moment, Ballater had
not doubted their willingness. "1*11 show you their photo-
graphs," he said. "But, of course," he went on, "your idea
in life is to make a kind of island for yourself. Probably
you'll never marry. But owning land's a responsible job—
and a damned fine job. Land is in my blood—the land
itself, not just what can be got out of it. Fanning, good
farming, is more important than anything on earth^ but it
won't be fanning only that takes me to the Huis ten Borgh.
Although it's scarcely ten miles away, it's fresh landscape
—a lower level, almost in the dyke country, From tne
upper windows you can see the Rhine and the flat meadows
beyond. I don't know why—the view's utterly different—
but it reminds me of looking across the valley at home.

